

ON WEDNESDAY, 
PETE BRIAN DIED. 



ON THAT SAME WEDNESDAY, 

MY ROOMMATE, NICK, 

RAN AWAY WITH MY GUITAR AND CASH. 

JOE COXON, WHO USED TO BE A MEMBER OF'THE REBELS,' 
SHOWED UP THAT NIGHT WHEN I WANTED TO DIE. 

"WE ARE TOO OLD TO DIE. 

ALL THAT'S LEFT FOR US IS TO LIVE LIFE IN THE ROUGH." 
JOE PLAYED HIS GUITAR RECITING THOSE WORDS. 

ISNT IT AWESOME? 

I GOT TO SEE HIM SING THE SONG, "TOO OLD TO DIE," 

IN THAT TINY CLUB. 






THE GIN HAS JUST RUN OUT. 

AND THE SIRENS KEEP ON SCREAMING. 
OUR EARS ARE NUMB, 

AND WE DONT HEAR A THING. 

































































































































































































































































































WE GOT A CALL FROM 
THE RECORD LABEL ON MONDAY. 


JOE, THE EX-REBELS MEMBER, 
BECAME OUR PRODUCER ON TUESDAY. 





















mm like 

YOU'RE All ALONE 


















IT'S HAPPENS EVERY TIME, DOESNT IT? 

HE GETS WAY TOO INTOXICATED ON ALCOHOL 
AND WHATEVER DRUGS HE'S GOT, 

SO, HE'S ALWAYS REELING AROUND ON STAGE. 

HE CANT EVEN TALK STRAIGHT. 

AND WHEN HE GETS TOO EXCITED, HE THINKS 
HE CAN JUST JUMP INTO THE CROWD. 




























































































































[ COULD SING, I 









IF I HAD TO CHOOSE BETWEEN NICK AND MUSIC, 
I WOULDNT HESITATE TO CHOOSE MUSIC. 

THAT WOULD BE THE RIGHT CHOICE. YEAH, JOE? 
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I LET MY BREATHING 
BECOME SPORADIC. 

I LET MY VOICE MAKE 
STRANGE NOISES. 



































































































































OR, ARE YOU 
AFRAID THAT 
YOU'VE LOST YOUR 
"BABY-SITTING" 
POSITION. 
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BILLY, IF... 
























NO MATTER HOW MANY SONGS I WRITE, 
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LET ME HEAR THAT THUNDEROUS GUITAR SOUND. 
LOUD ENOUGH THAT IT COULD BLAST STRAIGHT 
THROUGH YOUR EAR DRUM. 

WHAT IS THAT NOISE? THAT OBNOXIOUS RACKET YOU 
GUYS ARE MAKING SOUNDS NO BETTER THAN 
A PACK OF HOWLING MUTTS! 
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WE ARE TOO OLD TO DIE. 

ALL THAT'S LEFT FOR US IS TO LIVE 
LIFE WITHOUT GRACE. 



BUT WELL, 

I DON'T MIND THAT EITHER. 


:end of too old to die. 




































































































































































































































































THE END OF THE FIRST D/ 






























I saw blue. 
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/ WHAT ARE \ 
V YOU TRYING 
TO ACCOMPLISH, 
l JUST CIRCLING 
\ AROUND ME / 





-0 


*’ / LOOKS LIKE 
“ YOU'VE GOT 
AA YOURSELF A 
C^\SATELLITE.y 




CALLED? 
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